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U n d e r t o w 
ERIN GAY 
W E HAD BEEN TRAVELING TOGETHER through southern Africa 
for three weeks when Samantha got the flu, luckily nothing more. 
We waited it out in a hotel room in Cape Town with the corduroy 
curtain pulled across the window while we watched television and 
pretended we were home. The room was on the second floor, above 
a restaurant, and the sheets smelled like burnt cooking oil. Sam 
slept for four days, and then one morning I woke u p and found her 
using one of my socks to clean the bathroom sink. 
"I want to join a tour group," she said. "I think we need to hang 
out with other people. To not go stir-crazy Just now I had to stop 
myself from telling you not to crack your knuckles." 
I didn' t think I had cracked my knuckles. 
We found a company based in Lilongwe, Malawi that took jeeps 
across the Zambian border. There was only one other person waiting 
at the desk when we arrived, a British backpacker named Roger. He 
had that scrappy hardened look from six months traveling alone in 
Africa. In the jeep, he leaned against the door and slept most of the 
ride. But when we stopped near sunset at a flat field and set up 
camp, he became talkative, telling story after story. And for a while 
I started to feel ashamed about our own lack of adventure, the first 
week spent mostly in Pretoria, where Samantha and I had first met 
after both of our rooms had been broken into. Nothing substantial 
was stolen. They took a pair of jeans, my Walkman, and hiking 
boots. My research notebook was thrown in the metal trash can by 
the door. At first I did not even notice anything was missing 
because the room was surprisingly ordered. The pink hibiscus 
flowers in the plastic vase on the night table had been changed. The 
brown wool blanket that I had kicked to the end of the bed was 
pulled up. It was only when I looked for my cigarette lighter in the 
front pocket of my backpack that I noticed the drawers of the 
dresser pulled slightly open. It then registered that when I had 
unlocked the door, my key did not turn the full revolution. When I 
Published by USF Scholarship: a digital repository @ Gleeson Library | Geschke Center, 2014
ERIN GAY • 133 
went downstairs, Sam had cornered the manager demanding 
another room. Her 35mm camera had been stolen along with ten 
rolls of film. We commiserated together at the hotel bar and when 
I walked her back to her room, she invited me in. 
Roger had smuggled a six-pack of beer with him, and we sat by 
the campfire drinking. He was telling us about how he had bought 
a bike and tried to ride it across South Africa, someone stole it 
while he was standing in the brush taking a piss. He took a 
cigarette out of his shirt pocket and leaned into the fire to light it. 
Beyond the perimeter of the camp, the guides washed the dinner 
dishes scrubbing them with dirt. 
"You guys should come with me to Lake Malawi," he said. 
"Great pot. There is a reason it's called Malawi Gold." 
He touched a blonde lock of Samantha's hair as he said these last 
two words. That night in the tent she changed with her back to me. 
"Why did you let him go on like that?" she asked. I wasn' t sure 
what she was talking about. "He was blatantly hitting on me," she 
said. Every guy we had met had made a pass at her, it was old 
news. She was not striking, but modestly beautiful. She had an 
eager look—her eyebrows plucked thin, a nervous habit the way 
some people bite their nails. But an athlete's body. Flat breasts and 
strong legs, a smooth white scar down the length of her shin that I 
liked to trace with my finger. 
"He's disgusting," she said. "Those crooked British teeth. How 
can he look in the mirror and still maintain that ego?" 
"Shh," I said, "His tent is twelve feet away." 
"I don' t care." 
I stripped down to my boxers and lit a mosquito coil. The 
flashlight bore a white corona into the back wall of the tent. I 
switched it off and then lay back waiting for my eyes to adjust to 
the sudden darkness. Outside I heard the watchman's fire splinter. 
I pictured him wrapped in a blanket, cocking open and closed the 
chamber of his shotgun, and I fell easily asleep knowing we were 
watched over. 
When I awoke that morning, Samantha had already left for a 
walk with one of the guides. It was still cool and the grass was 
damp with dew. The cook made fried eggs and toast, and I ate 
sitting on one of the green cloth chairs facing out towards the 
savanna. We had not yet seen a lion and this was the last day of the 
safari. Roger unfolded a chair next to mine and we watched in 
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silence the sun rise through the tree tops. A mist lifted from the 
grass as the heat burned down. 
When Samantha returned, she was chummy and we packed up 
the trucks without the tension from the night before. That 
afternoon from the safety of the jeeps, our guide pointed towards a 
Baobab tree and handed me the binoculars. A mother lion and two 
cubs were tearing apart an antelope that they had dragged into the 
shade. We nodded and made banal exclamations like "amazing" 
and "beautiful" as we witnessed the throne of the animal food-
chain strip the meat from its prey. I felt a clean sense of atonement 
wash through me and realized we had come to the finale of our 
white man pilgrimage to Africa. The guide flipped through a worn 
booklet and then pointed to a photo of a small antelope. 
"Grey duiker," he said. "A baby." 
Samantha sighed. "I don't want to watch this any more. Let's go." 
That night the safari guides dropped us off at the bus stage and 
we bought tickets to go north to Mzuzu where we could hire a van 
to the lake. Samantha slept leaning against my shoulder. The 
landscape was black with a smattering of fires. My flight back to 
San Francisco left Cape Town in eight days. I had originally come 
here for a six-week research job in Namibia visiting their water 
treatment plants and was becoming anxious about the paper I had 
not yet started. In my worried tallying of all the connecting bus 
rides and overnight hostels back to South Africa, I was startled 
when we arrived at the lake. It was more than we had expected. 
More hidden, more lush, the lake bluer than the postcard from 
Cancun an old college roommate sent me. There was only one 
guesthouse, Mayoka Village, on a cliff side south of the town 
center. We hired a speedboat to take us across the bay, the water 
spraying off the stern and spinning in the sunlight like coins. To the 
east, a single cloud perched above the far coastline like a dollop of 
whipped cream. I was already nostalgic for all the foods I never ate 
in the states but now craved: cheesecake with strawberries, flimsy 
fast-food cheeseburgers, multi-colored cereal. Samantha kicked my 
foot. "You are supposed to smile and have fun," she said. "Sorry," 
I said and smiled. I dropped my hand into the water and grabbed 
at the current that slipped through. 
A young boy ran out to meet the boat and pulled at the rope the 
driver tossed. We edged our way to the stern and then made 
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wobbling leaps to the sand. The boy welcomed us in English and 
introduced himself as Gift. He was amazingly confident for his 
age, which was no more than eleven, and I knew from that first 
meeting that he was set out to charm us and we would leave with 
guilty hearts. Gift led us up the steps carved into the rock cliff side, 
augmented by a wood railing, and began his salesman pitch. 
"Mister, I can give you tour of traditional fishing village. I have 
friend who makes wood carvings. See this necklace, I did it myself, 
only 50 Kwatcha. Or even I can take you to my brother who has 
paintings but also other things to sell." Roger cleared his throat 
and I looked back at him. He raised an eyebrow and mouthed 
something I did not understand. Far, far below I saw the motor 
boat which suddenly seemed makeshift and frail. For a second I 
felt dizzying vertigo as the weight of my backpack shifted. 
There were only three other guests at the lodge—a German 
couple and an Australian, who I saw only once on the morning I 
left. Samantha and I were given a cabin with two single beds, the 
white sheets pulled regulation smooth and tucked neatly under the 
sides of the mattresses. Roger chose to set up his tent on a little plot 
of grass near the cliff side. After changing my shirt, I went down to 
the lodge for a drink. The bar was open-aired with a cedar roof that 
lent the space a damp wooden smell. In the back was a single office 
and the kitchen, which could be locked at night to deter thieves. 
The bartender wore a stiff blue shirt that had somehow avoided 
getting sweat stains. He was polite and poured me a Carlsberg 
without asking any questions beyond if I would like a glass. I took 
my drink and sat on a wicker bench overlooking the lake. On the 
far shore two women scrubbed their laundry against the rocks, 
soapy foam drifting off in little islands. Behind me I heard the 
slapping of Roger's flip-flops. 
"Wow, isn't this something," he said. "Where's Sam?" 
"Taking a shower." The van ride was cramped and long, almost 
four hours. I didn' t feel like talking. All I wanted was to watch the 
fishermen use their long poles to push their boats out. 
"One of the guys who works here told me that we can take a 
day tour across the lake to Mozambique." He nodded towards 
the opening of the bay. "See those purple mountains. They'll 
catch fish for us and we can have lunch on the beach and then do 
a little hiking." 
"Aren't there still land mines all over the place?" 
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"They have marked off sections that have been cleared." 
"Well, you can ask Sam," I said. "I need to start my paper." 
Roger picked at a scab on his shin. "Yeah, maybe Sam and I can 
go then," he said. 
That night the three of us got smashed. So drunk that we chose 
to piss on the rocks outside of the bar rather than risk the 
treacherous walk to the outhouse. Samantha made me stand guard 
as she squatted down. "You don' t understand," she said, "I don't 
really care if someone sees me. It's the whole balancing thing. You 
guys have it so much easier: you just stand and aim, or don't aim." 
We made friends with the Germans, a strange couple who insisted 
the bartender play a Euro techno tape that the guy pulled out of his 
back pocket. Gift appeared and hovered over our small table with 
a roughed-up deck of cards. Samantha asked him if he knew any 
tricks. The German woman sat with us but was oblivious to 
anything but the insistent music, to which she nodded her head, 
eyes closed. It was impossible to not stare at her breasts which were 
bouncing out of her dress. Roger later described them as perfect 
water balloons with just enough give not to burst. When Gift 
shuffled the deck and held up a card asking if it was the one I had 
picked, I could not remember. 
Near sunrise, after the bar had been closed for two hours, we 
made it to our beds. Samantha sloppily undressed, her head 
getting caught in her sleeve so that it was a little battle until she 
was naked. I was tired and could taste the cheap rum corroding my 
breath. The two twin-sized beds were pushed to their prudent 
places against opposite walls. Samantha was being coy and flung 
herself across the bed I had staked. She rolled over to face me. 
"I saw you looking at that German floozy," she said and pushed 
her small breasts together, folding a dark valley of cleavage. "Do 
you want to sleep with her?" 
"You're drunk," I said. 
"I saw you staring at her tits." 
This was the first time I had seen Samantha jealous and there 
was a bitter edge to her voice though she smiled like it was 
a joke. 
I took off my shirt. "Let's not start anything. I like your breasts." 
"I 'm not starting anything," she said and turned away, refusing 
to accept my compliment. 
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"Are we in a fight?" 
She scooted towards the wall to make room for me but did not 
answer. Samantha's skin was sticky and warm as I lay down next 
to her. That night it felt too hot to share a bed. To keep out the 
mosquitoes we had closed the wooden window shutters. The room 
quickly became stifled from the humidity and the lonely tension 
between us. After what felt like an hour of listening to each other 
shift restlessly, I reached out and put my hand on Samantha's hip. 
She turned to me and tentatively pushed her body against mine, 
testing our truce, appraising my want. I pulled her head back to 
kiss her. She sat up and then got out of bed to find a condom. 
While Sam was on top of me, I tried not to wonder who was the 
first person she had slept with. We had never really talked about 
our histories beyond the circumstances that brought us to Africa. 
Once while eating stewed goat meat in a small stall outside the 
Victoria Falls bus station, Samantha asked if I had a girlfriend back 
in the states. It seemed a weird question, something that should 
have been asked long before we started sleeping together. I 
stumbled through trying to tell her about Caroline, the post-doc in 
my lab. These conversations always made me uncomfortable 
because I felt like I had missed out on a part of life that everyone 
else had. There was no girl pining after me, chiding herself that we 
should have never broken up. And the handful of business-like 
hookups when I was the only single male left at parties on a 
Saturday night are not something I am proud about. Sam was 
technical in bed, like a good doctor. She came quickly and then 
said, Okay, rolling onto her back and pulling me above her. Her 
coldness both aroused me and stung with sadness. 
Afterwards, Sam put on a t-shirt and began looking through her 
bag. I heard the rattle of the pill bottle and then the snap of the lid. 
On the bedside table, the guesthouse had provided an orange 
plastic pitcher of water and two paper cups. Sam poured a glass 
and drank it quickly. 
"Look, Jason, I am going to get a room of my own tomorrow." 
She pulled back the sheets on the opposite bed and sat down. 
"Why?" I asked. 
"I just think it is for the best. We are both leaving soon and you 
have been pretty moody lately. There is no point in dragging out 
whatever has been going on between us if it's not right." 
"Sam, this isn't about the German woman, is it?" 
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"Don't be stupid," she said. "This just isn't working." 
And so, Samantha slept that night on the opposite bed as I lay 
awake recalling the facts of the last few days for an explanation. 
When I did finally fall asleep, my dreams were anxious and 
unrestful. At some point Samantha dressed and left the cabin. I 
listened to the birds' noisy ruckus and the slapping of the lake 
against the shore. It was almost noon when I forced myself to get 
up and guzzle a glass of water. I began to wish for the week to end 
so that I could go back to my predictable lab work and paced 
existence in San Francisco. 
I brought my research notebook with me to the main lodge 
so that I could begin scribbling down rough summaries of the 
tests. Samantha and Roger were sitting at one of the tables playing 
Scrabble. Roger was telling a story about getting in a drunken fight 
wi th two b r a w n y South Africans after one of them stole 
a picture of the pope that was hanging in a bar. Samantha tipped 
back her head as she laughed. When she saw me, she rubbed at 
the corner of her eye and waved. 
"Gift is going to take us into town to do a little shopping," 
Samantha said. Roger pinched his two fingers together and 
brought them to his lips, mocking an exaggerated inhale. 
"We need some Malawi Gold," he said. "The currency that keeps 
all these poor natives happy." 
I ordered an omelet from the kitchen and then walked over to 
the potted plants at the front of the lodge so that I could stand in 
the sun. Below the Germans edged down the steps with fishing 
poles. This was their second week at the lake, and the man had 
bragged to Roger and me that there must be some Eros potion in 
the water. They were hoping to stay longer, possibly get work 
doing butterfly research along the Mozambique side. I watched the 
woman pass the man her line to bait. As she waited, she tightened 
the string holding up her bikini top and then lay back on the rock. 
I stepped back towards the lodge so that she wouldn ' t see me. 
Before leaving for the village, Roger punched me on the 
shoulder. "You coming, buddy?" 
"I've got to start my paper," I said. 
Samantha stood with her arms crossed, uninterpretable. Did I 
just affirm her expectations? 
I sat down in an armchair and opened my notebook on my lap 
but for the next hour never even bothered to look down at it. In 
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truth, if I had not met Samantha, I would have stayed in Pretoria 
for a week and then gone to the airport and changed my ticket for 
an earlier flight. Back then I thought of our traveling together as 
simply lucky, or rather my due turn at having a fling. For the first 
six weeks I was in Africa, I had been escorted through Namibia by 
two representatives from the Ministry of Health to take well water 
samples. Every night they brought me back to the military base, 
where I stayed alone in a three-bedroom house. The last two weeks 
I couldn't fall asleep until dawn, and stared at the ceiling listing all 
the women that I could have had sex with but didn' t have the 
nerve to make an advance. Looking down at my scrawled notes, I 
knew that I was once again the awkward scientist who would 
choose to stay in the lab on a Saturday night rather than face an 
empty apartment. 
The Germans climbed up the cliff with an empty bucket and 
snapped fishing lines. 
"Where are your friends?" the woman asked. 
I told them that Sam and Roger had gone to the market. The 
man leaned the fishing rods against the wall. 
"We are going down to get some things for lunch. Want to 
join us?" 
I did. I was tired of my self-loathing. I followed them through 
the forest of rubber trees that lined the steep curve of the bay. The 
dirt path was narrow and often we had to hug ourselves to the thin 
trunks whose roots had crumbled apart the packed earth leaving a 
treacherous drop. At one point the woman, her name was Olga, 
slipped and slid down—only a foot, but it was far enough to give 
us all a scare. 
When we got to the village, I went on my own to buy a bottle 
of water leaving the Germans at the vegetable stands. I found a 
small store with a kerosene fueled refrigerator tucked in the back 
corner. The clerk turned over a milk crate and motioned for me 
to sit down. On the wall was a calendar with a white Jesus 
stretching out his arms. Flies buzzed around the shelf of bread. 
Across the street, a woman set down her wheelbarrow to kick 
a stray dog that wouldn ' t move. I finished the water and handed 
the bottle back to the clerk. He put his hands together like a prayer 
and bowed his head. 
When I stepped out into the sun, I felt someone grab my hand 
but was temporarily blinded by the sudden light. 
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"So you have joined us," Gift said. He wore the same red and 
blue striped shirt he had on the day before. I noticed an L-shaped 
tear along the shoulder that had been messily darned with navy 
thread. He pulled me across the square to where Sam and Roger 
were squatted in the back of a carvings stall with a man wearing a 
knit yellow and green beret. They were hidden behind two kings' 
chairs, the backs patterned with flowers and elephants with raised 
trunks. The dealer looked up and gave me a salesman smile, his 
teeth an impressive white. Roger handed the man some money and 
zipped closed his backpack. The three of them stood up. 
"Your friend looks like he could use some fun," the man said, 
putt ing his hand on my shoulder. 
Samantha shot me a glance. "He always looks like that." 
"Maybe he needs a girlfriend," he laughed. "There is a party 
tonight. I know many beautiful women." 
"I 'm fine," I said. "Thanks." 
Roger put on his backpack and shook the man's hand. We 
walked back to the lodge without Gift. The sun was below the 
mountain line, casting an orange hue to the sky. 
"Isn't the lake amazing?" Roger said. He pulled out a cigarette 
and lit it. 
"Can I have one?" Samantha asked. 
"You don' t smoke, Sam," I said. 
"Give me a break," she said. 
Roger raised his eyebrows at me as if he was waiting for my 
permission. I wondered if Sam had said anything to him about our 
fight. She looked away at the horizon as he lit her cigarette. 
"I can't wait to get into the water," Roger said. "This morning I 
found a beach near the lodge. We should go skinny dipping." 
"I bet you want to go skinny dipping," Sam giggled. 
"You Americans are such prudes," Roger said. We had just step-
ped onto the seeded lawn surrounding the lodge. Samantha leaned 
down and smothered her half-smoked cigarette into the ground. 
She put the butt into the side pocket of her canvas purse. I didn't 
know where I stood with Sam. It seemed like she was pointedly 
ignoring me, and because I liked self-punishment, I knew I would 
follow her until she turned around and kicked me away like a 
ragged dog. Roger walked to the rocks lining the cliff side. 
He stopped and called to us, "I was joking. Why are you two 
standing there?" 
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We followed him to a small cove sheltered from sight by two 
massive boulders that shouldered each other. All we could see was 
the porous rock around us and the darkening sky. The lake slapped 
at the shore below. Behind us were the sounds of monkeys fighting 
it out for the best sleeping branch. Roger packed a small wooden 
pipe with the weed and rolled tight the baggie, setting it aside in his 
upturned hat. Sam flattened her skirt across her lap and looked up. 
"Isn't it weird how Orion is upside down?" she said. "You 
wouldn ' t think the stars would change." 
Roger shifted so that he was sitting next to her. "Ladies first," he 
said. He flicked a lighter over the bowl and held the flame to it as 
she sucked in. We took turns. Roger said, "How does Orion look 
now?" I took the pipe and closed my eyes as I inhaled, holding it 
until my ears buzzed drowning out Sam's laughing. 
My bladder felt suddenly full and I pushed myself up, holding 
onto the rocks. Not far was a cluster of palm trees where I wavered 
listening to my urine splatter on the dry peeling trunks. When I 
climbed back over the boulders, I saw Roger smelling the part in 
Samantha's hair. She looked up and they kissed. 
"Fuck you," I said. "I 'm done." 
They pulled away from each other and Roger picked up the 
pipe that had been dropped in the sand. Samantha rubbed her lips 
with the back of her hand. "Jason," she said but couldn't put 
together a sentence. 
I s tumbled towards the beckoning safety of the cabin 
porchlights. The lawn was knotted with grass shoots that my 
feet snagged on. I could barely focus where I was step-
ping. The sound of crickets began to close down on me. For 
a second I was afraid that I would black out, bu t then I kicked 
the first stone step leading to the lodge and the distance 
seemed manageable. 
The Germans had just ordered dinner and invited me to join 
them. I sat down on a wobbly chair and asked them if they had 
better luck fishing this afternoon. The man began describing the 
bright blue and yellow cichlids that swarm the coast and islands. 
Like candy, the woman added, trying to describe the color. I can't 
remember if they told me a number, if they caught some and threw 
them back. The waiter brought over a yellow citronella candle and 
placed it on the center of the table next to a wooden sugar bowl. 
"What did you see on your safari?" the man asked. My beer was 
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empty and I waved to the waiter for another. "Giraffes," I said. 
"Elephants, hyenas, monkeys. The whole zoo." I looked up and 
saw Samantha and Roger coming down the path. Roger nodded 
at me as they stepped into the light. Samantha walked straight to 
the bar and sat down on one of the stools. 
"You in a little tiff with your friends?" the German woman 
asked. She had a sweet heart-shaped face and her comment came 
off as innocent concern. 
"Sort of," I said. "I 'm leaving tomorrow." 
"That's too bad," the man said. "We hired a boat to take us in the 
morning to Mozambique." 
When Samantha and Roger 's dinner arrived, they carried 
the plates out towards the cabins. I asked the Germans for a 
cigarette and tried not to let my imagination wander out 
into the dark. The moon was full that night and every sound 
seemed more crisp and tangible. From the kitchen, a radio 
broadcast the evening news switching from Chichewa to 
English. The crackle of the signal scraped against the skin of 
my back. Across the bay, the ferry moaned as it approached 
the dock. I thought about writing a letter to my sister. I must 
have nodded while the Germans talked, intermittently smiled, 
so that they continued their conversation while I secretly nursed 
my self-pity. After a while they politely excused themselves 
and walked out of the restaurant holding hands. Never before 
had I felt so abandoned. 
I found the pack of cards Gift had used the other night and laid 
out a game of solitaire. The bartender brought me a rum and coke 
and then sat in the back corner reading a romance paperback. All 
the aces were buried and the game quickly came to a standstill. I 
pushed the cards into a sloppy pile. Maybe I should pack, I 
thought. Maybe I should go down to the water and let the tide inch 
up my legs. I sucked on a cube of ice. Down the pathway leading 
u p to the lodge, I saw a small figure jump down the ridge and run 
towards the main building. Even before he stepped into the 
floodlights, I recognized Gift's red striped shirt. "Bwana, bwana," 
he called almost tripping. "The woman is under water." 
I didn' t understand what he was saying. 
"The woman. She is missing in the lake." Gift pulled on my 
hand trying to get me to stand. "We have to hurry, maybe you can 
save her." 
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My heart d rummed in my ears. In the moonlight I followed Gift 
down a sandy path around the rocks where Sam, Roger, and I had 
smoked dope only a few hours earlier. We both slid as we raced 
towards the beach. "I was watching them swim," Gift said, "then 
they both disappeared. Your friend, he came back to shore, but the 
woman stayed under water." All I could think was how stupid 
they were. My knees were shaking with anger and almost buckled 
when I jumped from the boulder to the sand below. "Don't let her 
die," Gift said. 
The crests of the waves shone like knife blades. In the night the 
lake no longer looked containable, a body of water with defined 
perimeters, but was now an unfathomable ocean that was black at 
its core. Roger stood waist deep looking out. 
"Help me find her," he screamed. 
Gift sat down and cradled his head with both his hands. 
"She is going to die," he said. So small, a child who should 
be at home with his mother watching her clean the dinner 
dishes. 
I took off my shoes, my watch, and set them in a pile on the 
flat damp sand. Where Roger stood, a cool current stirred around 
my legs. 
"What happened?" I asked. "Where did you last see her?" 
"It was the undertow," he said. "All of a sudden I was being 
dragged along the gravel floor." 
He dove into the water and then resurfaced fifteen feet out. I 
couldn't stand the darkness though I dove. I went to the bottom 
and spread out my arms, afraid of actually touching anything but 
the gritty bottom. The current confused me and when I came up for 
air I didn' t know which direction was the shore. 
"Why are you standing there?" Roger said. "We have to 
keep looking." 
"We aren't going to find her," I said. "It's been too long, she 
would have come up." 
"Don't be an asshole." Roger swam back. The muscles in his 
arms were clenching. 
"Look, I'll dive," I said, "but she is either way out there or stuck 
under some rock. There is nothing here holding her down." 
Roger slammed his fist into the water. He called out all the 
names I expected, all the insults. 
I looked over at the three boulders that jutted out from the 
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bottom of the cliff. "I don' t know what to do," I said. My throat was 
beginning to contract and I knew before we even climbed onto the 
rocks that this was where we were going to find her. That she 
would be beaten open, her hair tangled across her face so that it 
was somehow bearable because she wouldn ' t be staring at us with 
open blank eyes. We found her wedged against the farthest 
boulder. She was twisted, folded over, her head pushed down 
under her outstretched arm. Shirtless, her bare back hauntingly 
intimate. The waves crashed over her, shoving her body repeatedly 
into the rock. At first we couldn't bring ourselves to pull her out 
because this meant touching her and giving up that we would find 
her alive. 
I turned to Roger. "What the fuck was going through your 
head." 
"Let's get her to the beach," he said. 
We each took one of her arms over our shoulders and dragged 
her. I remembered that she weighed only ten pounds less than me. 
My stomach started to gag. "Wait," I said and turned to vomit into 
the water, the soft solids of my dinner floating in the tide, catching 
in my leg hair. I tried to kick it away. "Fuck it, come on," he said. 
We laid Samantha out on the beach, covering her bare chest with 
my t-shirt. 
I don ' t remember how long we sat without talking, Roger 
farther down the beach digging at the sand. Gift was gone. As I 
looked out at the lake, now calm and glassy, all I could think was 
how I never really unders tood other people, wha t their 
motivations were. I understood why they didn' t want to be with 
me, but not why they did. 
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